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One/One 


Author's Notes: 


For Hector-who else? 


Silence ks Golden 


Bruce considered hurling his pencil, javelin-like, in the hope that it would spear Nicko straight through the 
middle of the forehead and shut him up. 


"So come on old bean, stop just sittin’ there grindin your teeth and open up to ol' Nicko. Whatcher doing? Must 
be important to have steam pourin' from yer ears like that. I'm not annoying you am |? Only its a bit quiet 
round here and you know how it is before a show, ‘kin boring what?" 


"Nicko. Shut. Up." 


Davey rolled his eyes at H over the top of his book; the pair of them had been at this for hours, one trying 
to wind up the other out of sheer boredom, until Harry had wandered off before he throttled them both.. The 
other man was sprawled in an armchair, watching their drummer still trying to get a rise out of Bruce and 
grinning like a dog. He scratched at his chin, rolled his eyes in response to Davey. Nicko could be relentless, and 
he was just glad that he was leaving the pair of them out of it. 

Davey went back to his book, tuned them all out. Just another day's insanity on the road. 

"Another novel? Gawd knows it's been long enough since you've written one of those. Maybe you lack the 
inspiration these days? Although, you know, that's no bad thing, cos them last ones were mucky as hell, if | 
recall. So if it isn't that--" 

"Don't you have something you could be doing? Somewhere else” 

Nicko stretched, arched his back until the bones cracked. "Nope! Got me updates done this morning and done a 
quick eight holes - hal - so I'm as free as the birds ‘till soundcheck. And | noticed, just by the by and by the 
way, that you still ain't answered my question. No, hang on, let me guess - lyrics? Bout time you done some 
more of them. Or mebbe summat for your radio show, playlists and such. Although why you don't just play 


our stuff for two hours at a time is beyond me--" 


Bruce stabbed the pencil into the paper, hard, and the point broke with a sad little splintering sound. Davey, 
from behind the safety of his book, smothered a snicker with a cough. H looked away. 


Nicko, of course, just grinned. Bruce took one deep breath, another. 


When he turned to stare at his nemesis, the germ of an idea had begun to flicker and his eyes were bright 
with mischief. 


"You know what? | bet you can't be quiet for an hour. I'd lay money on it" 


As he'd hoped, Dave and H were paying enough attention to chime in and play along. Any excuse to turn Nicko's 


boundless enthusiasm against him. 
"Not a chance," mumbled H. 
Bright blue eyes sparkled over the top of the airport paperback. "He's got you there, Nick" 


The response was immediate and indignant. "What? What? You are surely having a laugh, boys. | can do 


whatever | damn well please and if | choose not to speak--" 
"See? Fucking impossible," growled Bruce, and began to hunt around for a pencil sharpener. 


"Fine. Fine. | can do two hours, as easy as you like. | bet you--" 


Fifty quid says you can't," rapped back Bruce, quick as thought. Nicko opened his mouth to answer. 

Fifty from me too." 

"Yeah, and me," supplied H, big helpful smile glittering over the beard. Nicko looked suspicious. 

"So that's a hundred and fifty quid if you can keep your yap shut for two hours. Not a fucking chance," 
snorted Bruce, the grin he wore as evil as anything Nicko had ever seen. However, hoist as he was on his own 


petard he could hardly complain; he had, after all, told them that he could do it. And he could. 


He hoped. 


Half an hour in, and the room was blessedly silent - save for the staccato scritch of Bruce's pencil, and the 
occasional rustle of the pages of Davey's book. H was slumped in his armchair, eyes hooded, keeping a careful 
watch on Nicko. Ten minutes in he'd begun to hum, and been told that humming was out. 

As was drumming on the table. 

As was pacing the room. 

He just had to sit there, be a good boy, and shut the hell up. 


Ten minutes ago, he'd begun to sweat. 


And to make matters worse, the cheesy tinkle of somebody's mobile phone cut through the silence. Bruce 


looked up at Davey, who shrugged; H raised his eyebrows and spread his fingers in an innocent gesture. 

Nicko rummaged in his pockets, the big hand emerging after some moments to open and display the offending 
article, still ringing. It shivered across his palm with the force of its vibration, and his face began to take on a 
faint pink tinge as the other three men in the room figured out the cheery little tune that Nicko had reserved 
for this particular special friend. 

"He's--" sputtered Davey, cheeks so rolled into his grin that his eyes had almost vanished. 

Nicko reddened further and glared at the rounded oblong of the phone. 


"The wind beneath your wings?! cackled Bruce, pencil forgotten as he howled with glee. 


H had folded over the arm of the chair, nearly purple with the force of his roars of laughter. Bruce had flung 


himself back on the sofa, jaw dropped almost to his chest as he hooted with silent laughter. Eyes still all a- 
sparkle he bounded to his feet, and snatched the mobile from Nicko's palm before he could think to turn it off. 


He flipped it open, with a neat sidestep to avoid Nicko's enraged grab. 
"Nicko's phone," he said cheerfully, still dodging Nicko around the furniture. 


A pause - during which he hurdled the sofa - and a wicked grin broadened his face. "Of course, Tico old man. 


He's right here, I'm sure he'd love to have a word. Here you go." 

And with that, he tossed the phone to Nicko. 

Who put it to his ear, opened his mouth to bellow - and then stopped, an expression crossing his face that 
was a mixture of confusion, anger, and guilt. If he spoke, he lost a hundred and fifty quid. If he didn't speak, he 
could stand to lose a lot more. 


If he spoke, Bruce would strut for days. 


If he didn't speak, Tico might never speak to him again. 


Jon crashed through the door of the hotel room, eyes ablaze. 
"I am trying to get some goddamned sleep here! What the hell is Tico yelling about?" 


David rolled over on the bed, and eyed Jon with a rather sleepy smile. "Trying to talk to Nicko, apparently. He's 


there, but he's not answering...” 


"What do you mean-- No. Never mind. | do not want to know. Just whatever he's doing, tell him to do it 


quieter!" 
The door slammed behind him, Tico flipping it the finger before resuming his bellow down the line. 


"Nicko? Goddammit! Answer me! You're there, | know you're there. What the fuck is - hey, save the heavy 
breathing! Nicko!" 


David stuffed the pillow in his mouth, and snorted his laughter in as private a fashion as possible. Tico heard, 
and spun on his heel to nail him to the mattress with as dirty a look as he could summon up; David had no 
idea what the hell was going on over there, but he bet that one, Bruce was involved, and two, Tico was going 


to lose his temper if it didn't come to some sort of a conclusion very soon indeed. 


"NICKO!" 


Nicko was in hell. 


Both Davey and H were close to being suffocated by their own glee, each of them waving off Nicko's 
increasingly desperate pleas for them to take the call and explain what was happening. Bruce stood on the sofa, 


arms folded, the light of victory in his eyes. 


The conversation had degenerated. Tico's angry shouts could be heard through the tinny little speaker of the 
phone, and Nicko's usual ebullience had been reduced to small whimpers that resembled the sounds an animal in 
pain might make. Finally, Nicko drew himself up to his full height, fixed Bruce with a glare worthy of a basilisk, 


and roared down the phone: 


"YOU JUST COST ME A HUNDRED AND FIFTY QUID YOU INSISTENT LITTLE BASTARD call you back later love 


bye. 


Tico blinked at the phone in his hand, then flipped it shut. David rolled to sit up, and cocked his head. 
"Bruce?" he asked. 
"Bruce," agreed Tico. 


- fn - 


